REMINISCENCES

in the more solemn and conventional drawing-rooms of
the higher society the aesthetes made no show afc all-
At the time when the movement was at its highest I
heard a ' noble duke/ who is a Member of the present
Government, declare that he had never seen one solitary
specimen of the aesthetic woman as pictured so often in
the pages of * Punch.' He had been longing to meet
her, he said, because he had seen her so often pictured
in those lively pages; but his wish had never been grati-
fied by a single glimpse of her in all the intercourse of
his daily life. Most of the company who were present
when this declaration was made seemed astonished at it;
but the noble statesman held firmly to his position, and
said that one of the desires of his recent life had been
baulked by the fact that the lady with the clinging
draperies of pallid hue, bearing lilies in her hand, had
never yet, go where he would, shown herself on his
horizon. Yet, not only had ' Punch ' held the sesthetes
up week after week for the amusement of the public,
but there had been whole novels written to depict them
and to satirise them; and after a time the genius and
the humour of W. S. Gilbert, combined with the music
of Arthur Sullivan, served to bring the passing fashion
home to every mind, and to immortalise it. The aes-
thetic movement will not be remembered by reason of
the novels which were written about it, some of which,
indeed, were written at too early a stage of its history,
and, perhaps, with a too minute observance of its oddi-
ties, to make at the time any impression on the outer
world; but if there were any chance of its passing into
utter oblivion, we may feel assured that it will be rescued
from that unkindly fate so long as men and women read
the back volumes of ' Punch/ or follow the music and
the humours of * Patience/
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